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it had all been planned. But it was not in reality
so. Nothing was planned. They just rode into
the cold and crystal air.

At first they talked lightly of general things:
of how Napoleon had tumbled down at last,
of the quarrels among the Allies at Vienna, and
the clever man that Talleyrand was; that it
looked as though France, Austria and England
would soon be fighting Russia and Prussia; of
Napoleon's exile on Elba, and whether he would
be there for the remainder of his days. They
talked of those things, but they did not really
care any more than their descendants would
care for similar figures and intrigues. Napoleon,
Talleyrand, the Czar of Russia were as remote
from them as they rode along the Cumberland
lanes as figures on a Chinese screen. They
talked about affairs in England: of the King and
the Regent, and the high prices and the un-
certainty of everything and everybody; of how
the world was changing as it had never changed
before; of how interesting it was to live in a time
of transition, but also how unsettling; of how
there were no great figures in the world any more,
no great literature, although Mr. Wordsworth's
poems were pleasant and Childe Harold had some
fine writing (and was it true that Lord Byron
was both so beautiful and so wicked, Judith
asked), just as their descendants afterwards would
talk. Warren said that Will Herries said that
trade was going soon to recover and that every-
one would be wealthy again, that there would
be wonderful new industries, and that everyone
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